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T O 

Mifs Anna Maria Woodford. 

Madam, 

AS the Subjeft of the following Poem 
naturally led me to infcribe it to one 
of your Sex, I found myfelf in a 
Manner obliged to dedicate it to You, even 
without your Knowledge and Permiflion ; and 
though I have not the Happineis to be perlb- 
nally acquainted with you, I could not but 
hope, that the Juftnefs of the prefent Addrels 
would be a fufHcient Apology for the Pre- 
fiimption of it. But though I may have the 
Misfortune to incur your Difpleafure, by of- 
fending your Humility, I ftiall even, under the 
Senfe of your Difepprobation, have the Satif- 
fa£tion to refleft, that I have been guilty of a 
very artful Piece of Impertinence, fmce by in- 
ferring your Name before my Performance, I 
have taken the mod effedhial Method to re- 
commend it to the Publick. 

A a Your 
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D EDrCATION. 



Your Example, Madam, is a Reproach to 
the prefent indolent Generation j. your Glory 
is not eflabliflied upon thofe perfonal Advan- 
tages, which yoifl poflel^ in fo eminent a Man- 
ner; thefe, great as they are, your good Senfe 
allures you, are at the belt but the Subjedis of 
prefent Admiration, and can never be the Ba- 
us. of a kiting Fame. 

Your Handy-work, Madam, which has very 
juftTy a Place among the choiceft Curiolities of 
that ifkmous Univerlity, of which I have the 
Honour and Happinels to be an inconfiderable 
Member, has render'd your Name immortal j 
and your nice Management of the Needle, 
that little, but iimportant Implement of Geco- 
nomy^ has entitled you to the Reputation of 
the compleateft Houfewife in Europe ; a Cha- 
raiier, to which all Virgins and Wives fliould 
afpire. 

You have taught us to acknowledge, that 
die moft minute Utenfil of Art may, by an 
ingenious Application of it, be made fiibfer- 
vient, in the higheft Degree, to the Honour of 
tjjfc Artjft:. A Pin, or a Needle, iii your Hands, 

are.. 
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are Inftruments as efFe£hial for that Purpde, 
as the Poet's Pen, or the Hero's Sword. 

I am at prefent. Madam, in a very per- 
pkx'd Situation of Mind ; I have the Pleafiire 
to confider, that I am now upon a Subject that 
inuft: be agreeable to all my Readers, and at 
the fame time I have the Mortification to rci- 
colledl, that 'tis diftafleflil to yourfelf. 

Though therefore all 1 could fay in Q>m- 
mendation of your Merit, the World would 
think, too little, yet, as what I have faid you; 
will think too much, I find myfelf under a- 
Neceffity of defiring your Pardon for. this Li- 
berty I have taken, and for another in the 
fourth Canto of this Poem, wherein I have 
prefumed to put a ihort Predi£Uon, relating to 
your amiable Charafter, into the Mouth of 
the Queen of Love. This I need not other- 
wife have intimated,, fince every one mull at 
firft Sight perceive, that this Predidlion is pro- 
perly applicable to none but yourfelf. 

After- what I' have faid, Madam, May I 
venture to hope you have fome Patience in Re- 
fervefor the Poem.' 'Twas defign'd for your 

Amxifement,., 
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Amufement, and if that Defign be anfwer'd, 
my Ambition is fatisfied : and indeed to fay 
Truth, I have fo thorough a G^nfidence in 
your good Nature, that I am peduaded you 
will look with a favourable Eye upon the fol- 
lowing Performance, though not in Juftice, 
yet in Pity to, 

Tour unknown humble Servant, 

The Author. 
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THE 



PREFACE. 

I Have always confider'd a Preface as the 
Apology, which an Author makes for his 
Performance j in which he has an undoubt- 
ed Liberty of faying as much as he pleafes in 
Favour of himfelf: As I cannot therefore but 
be apprehenfive of the Succefs of the following 
Piece, I muft beg Leave to take this comforta- 
ble Privilege, as well as my Poetical Brethren. 
Ithe principal Circumjlance I have to :rge in 
Behalf of this Poem, is, that it is the frft 
ProduSiion of a young and unex^ ''rienced Au- 
thor (excepting a few trifling Pieces in the Ma- 
gazines) and I am fo far from bidding De- 
fiance to the Criticks, that I addrefs my f elf to 
them in the modeft and fubmij/ive Terms of. By 
your Leave, Gentlemen. 

As to the Poem it f elf, I have endeavoured in 
fame particular Paffages to imitate the Manner 

of 
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of Mr. Pope'j Rape of the Lock, upon a, Pre- 
Jfumption, that the following of fo good a- Pattern 
would be deemed meritorious info young a Writer 
as myfelf. I ought likewife to acknowledge, 
, that I had in View the Epifode of the Patten 
in Mr. Gay V Trivia. How far I have reach'd 
the Spirit required in this Kind of Poetry, 
muji be left to the Reader, to whofe Candour 
and yudgment Ifubmit the following Poem. 
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e A N T O tlK First. 

WH A T Art Divine the fliining Thimble found 
To ftiield the Finger militant around. 
Now firft my Verfe rereals: Ye Virgins, hear,.. 
Attend, ye Matrons, and ye Belles, give Ear.; 
Eor you the Infant Mufe eflays to fing, 
Eor you. flie flutters on her tender Wing ; 
To you the tributary Strains belong, 
"• Then * take at once the Poet and the Song." 

When Woman's chief Concerns were Love and Piayv- 
And trifling was the Biifinefs of the Day ; 
When fiw could find one ufele£ Hour to fpare^ 
To mend an Apron, or to fay a Prayer ;- 
Earmia, the feireft of the Female Train, 
That Qione at Court, or bleft the rural Plain; 
In the nice Toils of Induftry was skill'd. 
And knew with Art the Needle Spear to wield ; 

* Etpt'B New DuncJad, Line S. 
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Whether ftie work'd the gayly-blooming Flower, 

Or drew in ductile Silk the verdant Bower; 

Here glow'd the fpangled Firmament on high, 

And all the Glories of the azure Sky : 

Sometimes Ihe copied from the Earth below. 

The {potted Lap-Dog, or the flaming Beau ; 

Or form'd the Bird, or fliap'd the flender Tree ; 

A whole Creation in Epitome! 

• Envy itfelf was Dumb, in Wonder loft, 

And Ladies ftrove which Ihould applaud her moft. 

Each Mom Ihe work'd, but work'd with niceft Care, 
To lave her Fbger from the fatal Scar : 
From ev'ry Blemi£h Virgins guard their Skin, 
Dread the leaft Wound, *and tremble ax a Fin I 
For yet no Armour casM the Flefh around. 
But the thick Glove, or feven-fold Paper bound. 
Unhappy Famtia, that waft wont to wield 
The pointed Spear, without the bofly Shield 1 
Thrice happy Fatinia, in the Gift beftow'd. 
The Thimble Shield, the Labour of a God I 
But now her Charms had fwell'd the Trump of Faoie, 
And Ipread to diftant Tea-Tables her Name ; 



IMITATIONS. 
* £nY]r itfelf wu dumb, in Woniler loft, 
Aad Fa^ioiu ftrove vrhkh Ibould applaud you moft. 

Mr. Jidifu^t Campaign. 

Each 
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Each cringing Fop around Ijer Smiles implor'd. 

For, though no Saint, £he lov'd to be ador'd : 

Each figh'd, and wept, and vow'd, her Love to gain,. 

But each had figh'd, and wept, and vow'd, in vain ;. 

For Fannia triumph'd in her Beauty's Arts, 

And view'd with Scorn whole Hecatombs of Hearts T 

But moft refpeSed was a well-bred Lord, 
And moft refpeded, as be befl ador'd : 
*Twas he could all the tender Virgin move. 
Smooth were his Words, for ev'ry Word was Love :■■ 
Loaded with Lace, and deck'd in filken State, 
He ftrutted, infignificandy great! 
Affeded Pomp, and' Equipage, and Shew^ 
And all the Nothings that compound a Beau P 
He danc'd, and fung, took Snuff, and crack'd a Fan,.. 
And at the befl but border'd upon Man. 
Refulgent Flambeaux blaz'd hiFgay Approach, 
And wanton Cupids breath'd upon his Coach. 
To Venus he renew'd the Midnight Toil, 
lacenfe perfum'd, and grateful Steams of Oil: 
The Goddefs hften'd to his ardent Prayer, 
And gave him Wit enough — to pleafe the Fair:- 
For oft (forgive it Phosbu^ would the Fool 
Write a Love Song melodioufly dull ; 
Oft in high Strains his Fair one's Praife rehearfe,. 
And ciewd all Nature's. Beauties in his Verie:: 

B 2 Di<K 
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Did Fanma fmile ? tlie Sun blaz'd forth to view^ 
Did Fanma weep ? 'twas Morning's pearly Dew: 
Whene'er (he breathes, the fanning Zephyrs blow. 
And for her Breaft the Alps fuftain'd their Snow; 
Compar'd with her's, the fineft Blooms did fail, 
The Lilly tedden'd, and the Rofe tum'd palcJ 
* O Vanity ! thou gaudy tinfel Queen I 
In Courts, in Cities, and in Country (een I 
Eternal Fopp'ries in thy Prefence reign, 
And grinning Folly leads thy wanton Train j . , 

Eas'd of its Load, ev'n Dulneis grows more Light, 
And Ignorance looks chearful in thy Sight; 
Thou mak'ft th' unmeaning Face mdi Pride to glow, 
Giv'ft Brightnefs to the Fool, and Beauty to the Beaul 
Yet Cyntbio% Arts were vain, though lik'd the beft ; 
All he could boaft, was, he was {lighted leaft: 
'Twas Rapture but to gain one balmy Kifi, 
And fondly flutter round the Brink of Blils: 
Full of herfelf, his Wi(hes (he denied. 
And facrJfic'd her Pleafure to her Pride ; 
Well pleas'd impartial Favours to beftow 
On her lov'd Lap-Dog, and her fev'rite Beau J 



IMITATIONS. 
* O Liberty, tbou CotUds, &c. 

Mr. JJii^'i Letter from Iit^. 

Thus 
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Thus blefi'd with ev'ry Joy this Life can btuA, 
The Ladies Envy, and the Coxcomb s Toafl, 
What could the Fair one's Peace of Mind annoy ? 
What could fuch iblid Happinefe deftroy ? 

But Oh I no human Pleaiiires are (incere: 
Is there an Eye that never flied a Tear ? 
Fate rules o'er all ; at whole levere Deciee, 
G'er the rich Gowa flow Deluges of Tea ; 
Fate hurls the Mighty down t» deep Difgrace, 
And plows with lafting Scars the linootheft Face ; 
O'er all Things mortal aiftt with lawlels Will, 
And Fannia was, abis I but mtKtal ftiU. 

When now the Mora had chac'd dull Night awa^ 
(O fatal Morn, and inauf|Hcious Dayl} 
Fannia arofe, and hail'd the grateful Light, 
Shock'd at the horrid Vifions of the Night ; 
Yet ftill ftrai^e Terrors all her Thoughts moleft. 
And Apprehenfion labour'd in her Breaft. 
Then, Betty, with dejeded look, (he cry'd 
(Three times on Betty call'd, and three times figh'd) 
Some fad Milchance awaits me, e'er the Sun 
Once more his Courfe from Eaft to Weft ihall run; 
Fantaftick Slumbers have difturb'd my Brain, 
And rack'd my Senfes with a wakeful Pain ; 
And niyftick Dreams (as bearded Matrons Ihew) 
Are good Prognofticks, or the Types of Woe. 

Sure 



,Google 



[ 6 ] 

Sure at this Hour fome baleful Planet reigns: 

Did'ft thou not mark laft Night the Coifee Grains ?' 

Methought the Taper's Flame was ting'd with Blue, 

And a ftrange Coal from out the Embers flew. 

Once as I wander'd in a lonely Grove, 

When firft my Thoughts began to teem with Love y 

A wither'd Gipfy whifper'd in my Ear, 

" Misfortune fliall befall thy twentieth Year^ 

That fetal Period, that fad Year is come,. 

And cv'ry Hour fwells big with Fatmio'S Doom.. 

Yet Ol ye Powers, prelerve me from Difgracc, 

Let me ftill keep my Virtue, — and my Face I' 

O I make n^ Bolbm Proof to Love's Alarms, 

Proted my Youth, and fhelter all my Charms,. 



CANTO 
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C A N T O the Second. 

No fweedy flowing Tale I now rehearie, 
But ScratxJies, Wounds, and Bloodflied, ftain the 
Verfe: 
Ye Vet'ran Band of Milliners give Ear, 
And ev'ry Sempftrefs drop a pitying Tear I 
O I liften to the melancholy Lay, 
While I recount the Horrors of the Day. 

O I for his Numbers, that defcrib'd the Shield 
Of great Pelides iffuing to the Field, 
Or clad in Arms terrific from a&r, 
Or tufhing dreadful thro' the Ranks of Warl 
Lo ! the bright Virgin, in a lucklefs Hour, 
Prepares to finifli the laft Embryo Flower ; 
Six Needles in tremendous Range appear. 
Each a dire Emblem of the Warrior's Spear I 
A while file view'd them all with careful Eyes, 
Then grafp'd a Jav'lin of enormous Size ; 
Next, as impatient for the Toil Ihe grew. 
Her fhining Sciflars from the Sheath fhe drew, 
Her Gtandame's Gift (as antient Memoirs lay) 
A juft Reward for many a well-work'd Day I 
With adive hafte her nimble Fingers move. 
Curl the gay Vine and form the mimick Grove; 

But 
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But as Ker Needle with refiftlefi Force, 

Through doubl'd Haits pufh'd on its rapid Coutfe, 

The treach'rous Weapon broke, — the headlefs Dart 

Her Finger gor'd, and pierc'd her — to the Heart; 

The purple Blood diftam'd her Arm around, 

And half her Soul came rulhing through the Wound r 

Then, as her Bbfom glow'd with fudden Fire^ 

She: fpuni'd her Lap Dog in her peeriHi Ire ; 

Acrofi the Room with furious Speed (he flew. 

And Tables, Chairs, and Cabinccs o'ertfarew; 

Her hideous Cries the vocal Walls refound, 

• Poll chatter'd, fcream'd the Kitten, fliook the Oroundi 

So when the f Greek, that with Immcatals ftroire. 

Wounded' in impious Rage the Queen of Love; 

To Heaven's high Roof the Goddefc rais'd her Cries, 

And the harlh Shriek ran thrillmg through the Skie&. 

Hare lay the Ruins of an ample Bowl, 

The Pride and Comfort of her Grandiire's Soul;;. 

This oft infpir'd the loudly-founding Jeft, 

And crown'd with Jollity the Nuptial Feaft; 

Unhurt by Midnight Broils, uncrack'd by Age, 

\t fell the Wreck of Fanma's heedlefi Rage. 

IMITATIONS. 
»■ Air black«n'd, Kiar'd the Thiunter, gioan'd the Gtotati. 

Drydn'a Fables/ , 
f^Ditmid: See liie filUi Book of -the Iliad,.. Line 335. tii^ 

At 
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At length, fatigu'd with Anger, flie fiirvey'd 
The fatal Mafficre herfelf had made; 
Then as fhe fet all penfive and alone, 
In fecret Grief /he made her piteous Moan : 
So {huns a wounded Bird the feather'd Race, 
And mournful in fome folitary Place, 
To Woods and Rocks he tunes the plaintive Lay, 
And Echos waft the gentle Sounds away. 

And oh I {he cried. Is this the dreadful Stroke, 
Which Omens threaten'd, and which Vifions {poke ? 
The Fates with Envy, fure, view Mortals good: 
Could nought fuifice them but poor i^0»/);a's Blood? 
Alas 1 I feel my finking Spirits fail. 
My Bofom trembles, and my Cheeks turn pale I 
Where fiiall I fly ? or how fhall I appear, . 
And breathe my Scandal 'midft the circled Fair? 
Old Maids will triumph with infulting Voice, 
And Damfels with elated Heart rejoice! 
A fad Reclufe, no longer muft I roam. 
But fpin a tedious Length of Days at Home ! 
Ev'n Cynthio, e'er it heals, will fpread my Shame I 
Adieu to Love, to Conqueft, and to Fame I 
Did I for this my blooming Beauties grace. 
And heighten all the Luftre of my Face ? 
For this before my Glafi the Hours beguile. 
And heave my Breaft, and force the killing Smile?. 

C Or 
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Or bid my Cheeks with artful Bluflies glow ? 

Or teach the wanton Treffes where to flow ? 

Could I not Tasks lels dang'rous undertake ? 

Refine the Jelly, or compofe the Cake ? 

Or mould the pliant Pafte witli niceft Art,. 

And with high Ramparts fortify the Tart ? 

O blaft that Day, ye Powers, with Plagues fevercj. 

When firft my Fingers pois'd the pointed Spear ; 

Then may no Noife, no Shouts invade the Skies, 

But ravilh'd Maids Complaints, and Widows cries ;: 

Then be untun'd the Mufick of the Spheres ; 

Then may no Fiddle glad the Dancers Ears ; 

Then be no Ballad fung with fcreamihg Note^. 

Nor Mufick warbl'd in the Eunuch's Throat; 

Then may the Sun withdraw his chearful Light, 

Nor glitt'ring Torches gild the Face of Night ! 

This faid, with Silk her bleeding Fleih ihe bound, 

While ev'ry Thought hung brooding o'er the Wound;, 

On Poll flie caft a fad, defponding Look, 

And patted Daphne with a feeble Stroke. 

But now bright Lamps began the Midnight Day,. 
And blazing Flambeaux drove the Stars away ; 
The Fair expeSs her Beau with anxious Fears, 
When at his wonted Hour the Fop appears. 
Widi confcious Sliame her Finger flie withdrew,, 
Notdurft expofe the fatal Wound to view t 

-Ehe 
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The gay-deck'd Lord obferv'd, with deep Suipriz^ 
Her Cheeks diforder'd, and her big-fwoln Eyet ; 
Then, fweet, and tuneful as the dying Swan, 
In foft, condoling Words he thus began : 
What &tal Lofi, what fad, difliading Care, 
Difturbs the Boibm of my charming Fair ? 
Lies Ibme near Friend upon his dying Bed ? 
Or has the Light'ning ftruck thy Monkey dead ? 
Has the fell Mercer juft produc'd his Score, 
And having tnifted long, will trufl: no more ? 
Or didfl thou mark laft Evening at the Play, 
A richer Virgin, or a Nymph more gay ? 
Say, does my Fair for brighter Gems repine ? 
Each Midi choiceft Diamonds Ihall be thine; 
For thee the Ea/l its Treafures ihall unfold. 
And Earth unbofom all her Hoards of Gold : 
O name thy Wants, and tell me thy Diftrels, 
Care fliall remove, or Pity make it lefs. 

This laid (and fure his Lordlhip &id enough) 
With Elegance he took a Pinch of Snuff. 

Then thus the Fair: Words cannot Ipeak my Grief, 
Nor all the Powers of Hartlhorn bring Relief j 
'Tis thou, and only thou, can'ft give me Aid, 
And skreen from fad Reproach a wretched Maid I 
If in each deep-&tch'd Sigh, each falling Tear, 
Each folemn Vow thy Heart has been finceie, 

C 2 By 
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By faithful Sflence this Affeflion prove, 
And let thy Secrecy atteft thy Love : 
Ev'n Fannia fues this Favour to obtain, 
And Fannia fure, can never fue in vain. 

She fiid, and iix'd her Eyes upon the Grounrf, 
And with a Blufli difclos'd the reeking Wound. 

Shock'd at the Sight of Blood, replied the Peer, 
Tis done, and this was Cyntbio% greatefl Fear ; 
Oft' have I feen thy bright Embroidery ihinCv 
Oft' have I curft the perilous Defign: 
Thou, born to flouiilh iii the Pride of State; 
Idly (ecure, and indolently great, 
Had'ft nought to do with dang'rous Feats of Arms ;- 
Such Conflifls fuit not with a Virgin's Charms : 
Domeftick Toils the fcrvile Female Grace, 
But all thy Glory centers in a Facet' 
How rafli was She, that grafp'd the Needle firft ? 
Pernicious Weapon, Inftrument accurft I 
'Twas * this, that once deflroy'd a Britijh Maid, 
Her Needle's Point to ling'ring- Death betray 'd ; 
In thofe lad Vaults, where Horror fpreads her Wings,, 
Where reft the Bones of Poets, and of Kings, 
The haplefs Fair in Marble Record ftands^ 
The Vicftim of her own induftrious Hands'! 



•" Alluding to. the Monument in JVeflmitifltr Ahbtj^ of a Lady, whole Death ia 
lituLtQ have been occafioncd by the Piick.of a Needle, 

OcalL 
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O call to Mind her Life, and Beauty loft. 
Dread all edge Tools, but dread the Needle moft ! 
Why down thy Cheek defcends the pearly Rill ? 
Fannia is wounded, but is Fannia ftill: 
The flight Di%race with patient Heart endure, 
Nor Cynthio (hall divulge; but wait the Cure : 
This Night I'll offer up a fervent Prayer, 
And deprecate the Honors of the Scar j 
Thy wounded Finger Fenus ihall reftore. 
But trufl. ta Steel, advent'rous Maid, no more. 

So fpoke the Peer to Icioth the drooping Maid, 
And his: vaft Stores of Eloquence difplay'd : 
LuU'd by his melting Words her Terrors ceafe. 
And thefoft Sounds teftor'd her wonted Peace: 
At length the migjity Theme exhaufts his Art, 
And empty'd all the Nonfenfe of his Heart 

But now the Tea removed, the Prattle o'er. 
And all the Scandal of the Day before, 
The Baron took his Leave, and left the Fair, 
And his gilt Chariot rattl'd o'er the Square. 
Fannia at length in Slumbers clos'd her Eyes,, 
And Men and Monkies in Deluiion rife. 



CANT O 
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C A N T O riie Third, 

No W all lay hnfli'd in folittrjr Night, 
And diflant Stara diSiu'd a Mema Light; 
The World appear'd a deleit, filcnt Scene, 
And all around was dreadfully {erene ; 
Now ghaftly ftalk'd a melan<£oly Train, 
By Knife, by Halter, and by Pcilbn flain ; 
Whofc woful Mem'ries Grut-Jtreet Baids prolong, 
In difmal Story, or in doleful Song : 
Nor School-boys Shout was heard, nor Caiman's n>ar, 
Ev'n Winds were ftill, and Women ^ke no more : 
The Sons of Men diflblv'd in Slumbers lay. 
And Slaves, and Kings forgot the Toils of Day. 

But wakeful Cares difturb'd the Baron's Braioj 
And weaiy'd Nature call'd for reft in vain ; 
Anxious to eafe the fedly-wonnded Fair, 
To Fenus he addrels'd the Midnight Prayers 

Great Pafhian Queen, Ijright Deity of Love, 
Whom all below confefi, and all above. 
If e'er with Gifts thy Altars I have crown'd. 
Or deck'd with flowry Wreaths thy Shrine around; 
If I have taught my tender Soul to own 
No Powers but thee, and thy all-conqu'ring Son ; 



If 
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If bjr thy Aid I ken Love's fecret Fire, 
Each budding Wifli, and ev'ry fond Defire; 
Read in the Virgin's Eyes her inward Smart, 
And know each Symptom of a Love-fick Heart;;. 
Renew thy Favours oft beftow'd befwe. 
And hear me now, or never hear me mor& 
Behold my Faimia, late a Virgin bright, 
As tove can fancy, or as Verfe can write j. 
Now fee her &d, dejeded, and forlorn. 
That once was cheariul as the rifing Morn ; 
With all-confumii^ Grief lbs waftes away, 
Ev'n She, the Fair, the Witty, and the Gay ; 
Fenfive Ihe moans her wounded Finger's Smart; 
And finks from all" her Loftinefi of Heart 
O Grant my Boon, and eafe the Virgin's Pain,. 
Eafe it, to blels Mankindj and me again ; 
With fovereign' Balm the fliameful Scar remo^Ci^ 
And teach, O I teach, her to relent to Love I 
So fhall each Beau with Sfdeen and Envy iee 
The Miftrefi of the World fubdu'd by me ; 
The yieldmg Fair fliall ev'ry Charm refign. 
And Hymen {hall our Hearts in lafting Union join^ 

Thus £u- with wakeiiil Zeal t]le Baron faJd, 
Slumben enlii'd, and nod» the heavy Head. 

Fenut with Pity heard the Beau's Requefl,- 
And thus the tripling God of Lore addrefs'd :. 
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My Son, thy Bow and keeneft Shafts prepare,' 

'Tis thine this Night to tame th'imperious Fair : 

Enough the Maid has rul'd without Coritroul, 

Unrival'd Miftrefs of each vaflal Soul ; 

Enough has heard the Sons of Men complain, 

And view'd adoring Lovers with Difdain : 

Hence Ihall the Virgin own Love's powerful Sway, 

For all muft once the Laws of Love obey. 

Cynthio the bright (feel where he fleeping lies, 

Whofe Fires perpetual on my Altars rife) 

Has try'd the Force of ev'ry pleafing Art, 

To melt down all the Rigour of her Heart ; 

To him the Fair her Beauties fliall refign. 

His be the glorious Prize, the Conqueft thine. 

But firft fome fov'reign Med'cine muft be found. 

To eafe the Torments of the fatal Wound ; 

And feel within this Cryftal are contain'd 

Drops, which from wholfom Herbs long fince were drain'd^ 

The wholfom Herbs in Jroes fam'd * Illand grow, 

And flourifh frefli on Idas lofty Brow : 

'Twas this my beft-lov'd + Offipring once reftor d. 

When all Troy trembrd for her wounded Lord : 

This healing Juice fliall cure the Virgin's Pain, 

And Fannidi Smiles fliall chear the World again. 



^ Mntat. See the Twelfth Bgokof'Uie^Anj/, V, 4^0, EiT;. 
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Hence, let us quick, my Son, to Earth repair, 
Xliis Night fluJl be fiilfiU'd the Baron's Prayer. 

She &id, and o'er her ihowy Shoulders threw 
A fhining Mantle of an Azure Hue ; 
Two filken Knots her flowing Hair divide, 
And Cufid arm'd came fmiling by her Side : 
Wrap'd in a fable Cloud they took their Way, 
Like Lightning gliding through the Realms of Day ; 
Swift as they paft, Perfumes divine they flied. 
And now hung hov'ring o'er the Virgin's Bed ; 
The Room was brighten'd by the fteady Light 
Of Tapers, that di^l'd llie Gloom of Night : 
The lofty Cisling, glorious to behold. 
Was carv'd and ftudded o'er with Stars of Gold: 
The ample Walls vaft Folds of Tap'ftry grace ; 
Here bright Diana leem'd to urge the Chace, 
Panting behind her came her Virgin Train, 
And the huge Boar ran foaming o'er the Plain ; 
Here Daphne ibugtt die Shelter of the Wood, 
And hefc with eager Steps the God purfu'd : 
Fleas'd Fatift law; at length herlelf furrey'd. 
Fondly lamenting o'er Admit dead/ 
Ajt that Ctd Scene her Tears he^a to flow. 
And her Brealt labour'd with the former Woe : 
She turn'd afide, new Objects to explore 
Nor durft behold the &tal Image more. 

D Here 
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Here a gay Strufture's ftately Bulk was fet, 
Whofe Golden Figures blaz'd on Plains of Jet ; 
From India's fartheft Coaft the Fabrick came, 
Some Lover's Prefent to the haughty Dame : 
Here the rich Veft, and fparkling Diamond lay, 
And Beauty's pleafing, terrible Array I 
The fpacious Top whole Groups of China grace. 
Of Men, and Beafts a vaft, promifcuous Race ; 
Two rampant Lions at each Corner fiood. 
The dreadful Guardians of the facred Wood ; 
Sullen the brittle Savages look'd down, 
And the terrific China feem'd to frown. 
Th' Immortals next the well-wrought Bed furvey'd. 
Where lay, diffolv'd in Sleep, the lovely Maid; 
Wrapt in Iweet Dreams of Conqueft, Love, and Play, 
Pleas'd /he fenew'd the Triumphs of the Day ; 
Difdainful * ev'n in Slumbers, Ihe grew vain, -. 

And praflis'd all her Conquefts o'er again, ( 

And thrice flie vanquifli'd all her Beaus, and thricef 

[flie flew the Slain. J 
Her Watch of Gold hung pendant o'er her Head, 
And deck'd with glitt'ring Pomp the lofty Bed ; 

IMITATIONS. 
* Sootb'd with the Sound, the King grew rain, "i 

Fought all his Battles o'er again, > 

And thrice heroutedaUhisFoes,aiidthricebeflewtbeSllin. > 

Jiryitn't Ode for St. Citilu^i Day. 
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It ftrikes, as ev'ry rapid Hour glides round ; 
It ftrikes, Mortality is in the Sound I 

Ohl did the Fair, while yet in Beauty's Prime, 
Take warping from thefe Records of their Time; 
Think ev'ry Year may fteal away a Grace, 
And crop the rip'ning Glories of a Face ; 
Confcious of feding Charms they'd lay afide, 
Each Art coquetifli, and each Air of Pride ; 
Nor blaft their Lovers Hopes by long Delay, 
But yield thofe Beauties, which muft foon Decay ( 

Venus at length a Golden Quill efpied. 
That once adom'd a gaudy Peacock's Side 
(This pen'd the Fair one's Thoughts with wond'rous Art, 
And told the foft Emotions of her Heart ; 
Defaib'd her inmofl Soul, without Di%uiie, 
And Truths deny'd to Man's unhallow'd Eyes) 
Lo I in the facred Drops the fliining Plume 
She dyes, and heav'niy Odours fill the Room ; 
With this flie gently bath'd the fwelling Wound, 
It heal'd, it clos'd, and all the Part was Ibund. 
Cufid beheld, and, Be that Glory thine. 
He cry'd, but now behold a Work of mine : 
Widows, and Wives, and Maids revere me all. 
Beauty mufl yield, and Woman's Pride muft fall : 
For now an inward Pang the Fair (hall fed. 
Not all the Pow'rs of Heav'n and Earth can heal. 

D 2 He 
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He faid ; he bit his Lip, and drew his Bow, 
And view'd exulting the defencelefi Foe ; 
Then with malicious Zeal he fliot the Dart, 
That fatal lodg'd deep funk in Fatmids Heart. 
Then thiice was heard the wounded Virgin's Groan ; 
And thrice the Parrot fcream'd his hideous Moan ; 
Thrice bark'd the Lap-Dog from his downy Bed, 
And thrice the Kitten rear'd her drowfy Head ! 

Alas ! how ftiort-liv'd is all human Power f 
The Pride of Years is blafted in an Hour : 
All the gajr Plans of Conqueft, all the Schemes, 
The Maid had form'd, are fkd like Morning E>reams ; 
The Biron fliall poffefs her Beauty's Stare, 
And Fanny mull infnlt Mankind no more. 

Then Venus thus add!re&'d the fleeping Fair r 
O Thou thrice bleft in Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
Thou that can'flrall the Gifts of Nature boaft. 
Charge of Itamortals, and the Mortals Toaft ; 
Revere the Counfels of the Pow'rs above, 
And learn to prove the 8weets of mutual Love ; 
Here ceafc the Triumphs of thy conqn'ring ChaiMis, 
Decreed by Fate to Cyntbio'% faithful Arms : 
Nor with Reluiftance yield ; for thou bright Maid, 
Enough haft rul'd, and Man enough obey'd : 
Blefs this aulpidons Night, nor henceforth ffcar ; 

To lifr with artful Hand the pointed Spear ; 

Safely 
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Safely the dang'rous Weapon flialt thou wield, 
Thy Finger guarded by a facred Shield : 
fukan himfelf the Target (hall prepare. 
That ariM iat fight the gallant God of War : 
So (hall thy Needle ftill extend thy Fame,- 
And Ages yet to come ^mire thy Natne ; 
-The plealing Tale fluU dwell on ev'ry Tongue, 
And grace the Numbers of fome Poet's Song ; 
And each bright Virgin, each induftrious Fair, 
Hereafter featlefi of the fatal Scar, 
My Name with giateiul Praifes Ihall adore. 
While La^Dogs bark, and fliaggy Lions roar ; 
While Winds ihall blow, and Rivers ru(h along, 
And tuneful Fiddles wake the Midnight Song. ' 
But let us hence, my Son, with Speed away, 
E'er yet the Morning uthers in the Day ; 
Next Etna's gloomy Caverns we'll explore. 
Where Vukarii everlaftiqg Forges roar. 

She laid ; and ftraight they glided on unfeen. 
Swift as the Fairy Elves that skim the Green. 
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C A NT O the Fourth. 

WHERE febl'd y^ttias dreadful Summits rife, 
Wfaofe fiery Womb with Sulphur taints the Skies, 
Deep in the Cave lies Fukans dark Abode, 
The Dwelling of the great Mechanick God : . 
Scarce can the diftant Sun's enUv'ning Ray, 
Pierce the thick Gloom, and ftied a doubtful Day : 
In this dire Vault he toils with panting Breath, 
Reddens the Bolt, and thapes the millive Death, 
That from the Hand of Jove in Vengeance hurl'd. 
Roars through th' expanle of Heav'n, and Ihakes the World ; 
Or brightens round Minerva's Gorgon Shield, 
That blazes to the Sun, and burns along the Field ; 
The huge limb'd Cyclops wait his dread command, 
A fervile Train, a grim gigantick Band. 

His Goods about his Shop in order lay. 
Here the {harp Bodkin, there the crafty Key; 
Old rufty Arms around the Walls appear. 
The blunted Faulchion, and the pointlels Spear ; 
Here hang the batter'd Shields, which Heroes wore 
In Ages paft, at Ilioiii fatal Shore: 
The mafly Relicks not ten Men could raife, 
" Such Men as live in thefe degenerate Days." 

To 
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To thefe dark Regions of eternal N^ht 
The mighty Pow'ts of Love dired their Flight ; 
Ambrofial Zephyrs all around them play, 
And gendy fan the unwholfome Fogs away : 
Soon as they enter'd, ail the fwarthy Band 
Drop their unfinifh'd Labours from their Hand; 
The heav'nly Form they view'd with wond'ring Eyes, 
And in a filent Grin confeft Surprize. 
At lengh elate, exclaims the limping God, 
What drew my Fair one from her bleft Abode ? 
Why haft thou left the peaceful Realms above ? 
Why to thefe dreary Manlions dofl thou rove,. 
Where foul Contagion hovers in the Air,. 
And fultry Vapours blaft the blooming. Year? 
Name it, whate'er it be, O I name thy Boon, 
Nor thou can'ft ask, nor I can give too fbon. 

Then thus began the beauteous Queen of Love : 
O I thou that form'ft the forked Bolts of Jvoe ; 
Whofe Art can teach the ftubbom Brais to yield, 
Point in the Spear, or widen in the Shield ; 
Thou that didft clad in Steel my • fav'rite Boy, 
That bravely led the poor Remains of, Trsji ; 
An equal Task demands thy niceft Care, 
Nor arm the Hero now, but arm the Fair: : 



* Sniai. S«e the 8th Book of tbe-^neid. 
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Nor ask I Weapons, fuch as woBt to gt^ce 

The valiant Damfels * of the "Scythian Race. I 

A little Target (hapc with curious Art, 

To (hield the Finger from the Needle's D»rt; 

The glorious Gift for Fanaia I dcfigs, 

Whofe Work is charming ? and wboft Art jiyiae; 

Wounded {he pines, nor dares again to wield 

The Inllrument of Blood without a Shield ; 

This (hall fecure the Fair from future Pain, 

And ble& for ever all the female Train. 

Then when feme Nymph (howe'cr diatNjrmpb be nam'd) 

For the nice Condud of the Needle fam'd. 

Like Fannia now, the Pride of Womankind, 

In Perfon equal, greater far in Mind, I 

Admir'd by all, yet never vain of Power, 

In fliining Silk fliall form the lively Flower ; 

Her folid Shield the Fair one (hall furvey, 

And grateful caD to Mind this happy Day. 

1 hafte then to the glorious Task, ^le fiud, 

f The Smith, the Husband, and the God obey'd ; 

The favage Cr«w with Emulation ftrove, ' 

Impatient to oblige the Queen of Love: 

With fudden Rage the roaring Forges glow. 

And Anvils thunder underneath die Blow ; 



• The . 

IMITATIONS. 

• TlK Cbk^ the Falhei, and the Captive iKiit. Mr. JUJMt CampiBi- 
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The dreadful Clangor echos all around^ 

And the wide Vaults rebellow to the Sound ; 

The pliant Steel in vatioua Forms they twine, 

And elegantly Ihape the Work divine. 

Then Vulcan thus :. The animated Steel 

The deep Imprellion of your Tools muft feel : 

Here let myfelf, and here let Veimt ftand. 

The new-made Armour blazing in her Hand; 

Here let the Virgin's Implements of War, ) 

The pond'rous Sciffius and the Needle Spear^ r 

And all the bright Artillery; appear : J 

Let Fame above the glorious Work refound, 

And Bands of Flowers adorn the Border round.. 

Soon at their touch th' ezpi^ve Figures rile. 
And breathe and glitter to the diftant Skies. 
Behold r he cry'd, the bright Original, 
This future Ages (hall the Thimble calM 
Happy, thrice happy fhe, the mortal Fair, 
Whofe Finger firft the faoed Shield Ihall wear. 

Then with a limping Step and aukward Mien,. 
He gave the Ihining Frefent to his Queen : 
Eoamour'd he beheld her pleafing Charms, 
And gently clafp'd her in his footy Arms : 
Averft^ the Goddefi tum'd afide her Faccj 
And widi Reludance met the foul Embrace. 

E Then 
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Then from the dreary Cave they mount to Day, 
And to the Baron's Hbufe direft their Way. 

Loft in a pleafing Dream the Beau was laid, 
And thus the bright celeftial Vifion iaid : 
Cftitbio awake, and feize thy Fanmds Charms, 
Take her for ever to thy Siithful Arms ; 
Her outward cur'd, fhe feeh an inward F^B, 
And Lore impetuous glows in ev'iy Vein ; 
Give her this Target, made by Vtikmi% Art^ 
To guard her Finger from the Needle's Dart ; 
Secur'd by this, undaunted flie may rear. 
And fearlefi {hake the long tremendous Spear : 
So Ifaall far diftant Times admire her Name, . 
And crown her Labours with eternal Fame. 

^e faid, and left the Shield, the Gift beftow'd. 
And with her Son purfu'd the heav'nly Road. 

But now the Mom (hot forth a feeble Ray, 
And ting'd the Mountains with die BiuOi t& Day{ 
Joyful the Baron rofe, -and ftraight he (pies 
The fhining'Frefent glitt'ring in his Byes : 
The Work divine with Wonder he furvey'd. 
And Adoration to &e D(»or paid : 
With Care he deck'd his Perl<Hi out that Day, 
Artfully fine, deliberately gay ; 
Adom'd with Gold that fhone with gaudy Shew, 
He daubs the Man, and finks into the Beau : 

Tlieft 
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Then eager to embrace his much-Wd Fair, 
In flately Pomp he mounts his gilded Car. 

Soft on her downy Couch the Nymph was laid, 
The midnight Dream revolving in her Head ; 
Her blooming Cheeks with confciout KuQies glow. 
And tier Heart flutter'd (or her charming Beau : 
When lol he comes: have flaihes &om his Eyet, 
Unufiial Raptures in her Bc^m rifel 
Then to the Fair he gave the Gift beftow'd. 
The (acred Shield, the Labour of a God: 
Joyful (he view'd the Workmanihip around, 
Heal'd of her h&, and fafe hqf^ Aiture wound : 
'Twas in that Hour the Beau his Paflion preft, 
'Twas in that Hour the Fair his Pallion blefs'd : 
The loving Fair with mutual TranQxvts wed, 
And genial Hymen bleft the Nuptial Bed. 
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